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early, to buy the day's food5 and as she picked her
way from Hertford Lane across to the eastern
aisles, she passed the bird-shops, where hundreds
of canaries and love-birds and budgerigars were
sinking in their narrow cages, as if they were In
Heaven, thought auntie5 not set above this hot
street of chattering, monkey natives. Now auntie
could not think of Paradise and the angels without
a fii^ht of budgerigars with feathers of heavenly
blue and white, the Virgin's colours, or canaries
singing in a company, needing no harps to make
their music*
It came naturally to her to think of Paradise
in the market, for every morning before she came
shoppingj she went to Mass, and this was the
only time of day she wore her hat.
Mass that morning had been long, and Father
Ghezzi had detained her, for he too wanted to
speak about the girls. Belle had not come to see
him and they did not come to church. "They used
to come every day with you, Mrs. Kempf, even
little Blanche/'
"She is so weak/* pleaded auntie. "Nothing I
can do makes her robust. At first I thought it
might be worms------"
Her voice died away under the Father's eye.
"All the more if she is weak and in danger/' he
should have said3 but looking at auntie's troubled
face under the taffeta ears he relented, and said
instead: "I think, Mrs, Kempf, that it would be
good if you made a retreat/*
At that auntie flushed and trembled. "It is the